PENTHOUSE 


HOT TALK ABOUT GIRLS i APRIL 1995 


SEVENTEEN | INSATIABLE 


WILD TỔ) HOT 


NAKED 


$5.50 HOTTALK APRIL 1995 


LUI 


0)0 010 
0۶5 


E 
RA 
کے‎ 
Emi 
b ` 
x» 
m 
Msi 


APRIL 1995 


BOB GUCCIONE 
Editor in Chief 


KATHY KEETON 
President 


DON MYRUS 
Editor 


Managing Editor 
Carmen Ficarra 
Senior Editors 

John Borrelli 
Michael Dorsey 
Susan Windle 
Office Manager 
Kate Kraig 
Art Director 
Michael Di loia 
Associate Art Director 
Tim Baldwin 
Assistant Art Director 
Kervin Ligasan 
Pictorials Editor 
Jane Homlish 
Transportation Director 
Bill Harbutt 
Production Director 
Tom Stinson 
Production Assistant 
Maria C. Kelleher 
Advertising Production Manager 
Vicki Finke-Devor 
Type Systems Supervisor 
Mitch Mondello 
Type Systems Associate 
Mick Andreano 
V.P./Budget & Finance 
Tom Maley 
Director of Budgeting & Finance 
Steve Belanger 
National Marketing Director 
Anne Zink 


Director of Newsstand Operations 
Joe Gallo 


Chairman and Chief Executive Officer 


Bob Guccione 
Vice Chairman 
and Chief Operating Officer 
Kathy Keeton 
President/Treasurer 
Richard M. Cohen 
President/Marketing, Sales & 
Circulation 
William F. Marlieb 
Exec. V.P./Operations and 
Chief Financial Officer 
Patrick J. Gavin 
Exec. V.P. /Graphics Director 
Frank DeVino 
Exec. V.P./Circulation 
James B. Martise 
Senior V.P /Publisher 
Don Myrus 
V.P. JDirector of Manufacturing 
Hal Halpner 
V.P. /Technology and 
Information Services 
William Tynan 
V.P./General Counsel 
Catherine Simmons-Gill 


HOT TALK (ISSN 0898-1086) Volume 8, Number 4. April 1995. Published twelve times a year in the United States by Hot Talk Publications, Ltd., 277 Park Avenue, 
New York, NY 10172-0003. Copynght © 1995 by Hot Talk Publications, Ltd. All rights reserved. HOT TALK is a trademark of Hot Talk Publications, Ltd. Printed in 
the USA by R.R. Donnelley & Sons, Inc. Distributed worldwide (except Austraäa) by Curtis Circulation Co , P.O. Box 9102, Pennsauken, NJ 08109. Distributed in 
Australia by The Horwitz Group, P.O. Box 306, Cammeray NSW 2062 Austraka. Editorial offices: 277 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10172-0003. Publisher disclaims 
all responsibility to return unsolicited editorial or graphic matter, and all rights in portions published vest in publisher. * Certification: The matter contained in this 


PRINTED IN THE U.S.A. 


` GIRLS^ GIRLS 


HOT TALK ABOUT GIRLS APRIL 1995 


4 


JUST A TRIM 
After months of savoring the sight, Nancy 
gets a taste of Gallena 


15 


GETTING WET 
Two sun bunnies give in to the heat 
and take the plunge 


Q 
30 
BREAKFAST IN BED 


Why leave the boudoir when there are tasty 
treats between the sheets? 


22 


STARS AND STRIPES 
Some astrologers like to peer into more 
than just the future 


54 
MORE THAN BEFORE 


If you can't beat those jealous feelings, 
just join in the fun 


WEDDING BELLES 


Here comes the bride—and we 
mean that quite literally 


27 


MAIN SQUEEZE 
Summer lovers take to the beach and 
show off their tan lines 


SE 


THE TEMPEST 
Shakespeare never dreamed of being stranded 
with the likes of these two 


periodical is not covered by the recordkeeping requirements of 18 U.S.C. 2257(a)-(c) and the regulations contained in Part 75, §§75.1-75.8. + Letters to Hot Talk 
Magazine or its editors are assumed intended for publication and republication in whole or in part and may therefore be edited and used for such purposes. All let ters. 
become the property of Hot Talk. Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. Nothing in this magazine may be reproduced in whole or in part without 
written permission from the publisher. Certain pictures and words in this edition may differ from that in copies circulated outside Canada due to the publisher's 
compliance with tariff code 9956 of Schedule VII to the Canadian Customs Tariff. Single copies $5.00 in U.S. and AFO; $5.50 in Canada; £2.75 in the United Kingdom. 


Cover photo, and photos on pages 1-3 by Philip Mond. 


ust a trim," was all Gallena said as she slid into the chair. Nancy wasn't her 
sual haircutter, but she'd noticed the bosomy brunette before. Yes, she laughed to 
herself, she'd noticed her, and she knew that it wasn't like her to be so quiet. 

“Just a trim? That's not enough," Nancy replied. 

Gallena's eyebrows shot up. “I beg your pardon?”. 

“Tve watched you come and go here for months now, and you've never even said 
hello. Now that I've got my scissors on you, I expect a little conversation. At least.” 

Her bluntness intrigued Gallena. “All right, what do you want to talk about?" 
Without blinking, Nancy replied, *Your sex life. 


| JUST A TRIM | 
———— That’s why I like to take the last shift, because my 


clients can go into much more detail about what's happening to them. Or what's not 


happening. You, for instance, don't look to me like a satisfied woman." 

Gallena’s mouth fell open. “That's none of your business,” she snapped. 

“No it's not," Nancy replied. “You don't have to tell me anything. But if you do, I 
might have some advice, or insight, or even some more practical suggestions." She 
caught Gallena's eye in the mirror. Reaching down deliberately, she brushed a wisp 
of hair off the woman's breast with the back of her hand. Gallena gasped. Nancy was 
sure she'd felt one of those big, juicy, permanently erect nipples under the materi- 


al. “I just know I’m going to get hair in your blouse, even with the smock on. Why 
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don't you take it off?" Gallena held her gaze, not dropping her eyes with her usual 


shyness, and did as the hairdresser suggested. Nancy smiled. 

The scissors clicked away for the next five minutes as she hurried to finish her 
work. Nancy completed the cut, fantasizing luxuriously about what it was going to be 
like to finally get her hands and lips on those sweet tits. She ran her fingers through 
Gallena's hair, breaking the silence. *What do you think?" she asked softly. 

Instead of replying, Gallena took hold of Nancy's hand and kissed her on the 
inside of her wrist. Nancy reached down to unfasten the smock. She gasped as those 
glorious globes appeared, supported by a demure white bra. Hardly able to breathe, 


she put both hands on the cups of the bra and squeezed. 
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h,” Gallena sighed. “It’s been so long since anyone has touched me, and I need 
touching.” Nancy’ tongue parted her lips, ending their conversation. 
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ancy was sending electric shivers through Gallena’s body. Gallena hurried 
to catch up, pulling Nancy’ sweater over her head and flinging it aside. 


A 


l these months, Nancy had been staring at Gallenas big, mouth-watering 
nipples. They just refused to be hidden no matter how she tried. 
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J ng: realizing that she hadn't locked the door, Nancy squealed and ran to make it secure. 
@ 


Once their privacy was assured she lay on the bench and called out to Gallena. 


Ey two silky bodies slid together as if made for each other. “Please,” Gallena whispered 


emphatically. There was no need for her to say more. 
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rista and Janice had planned to wile away the lazy summer afternoon 
hemselves by Krista’s pool. It wasn't long before the heat of the sun 
encouragetfhem to strip off their bikini tops and expose even more flesh to the 
radiant glow. “So tell me about your date last night with Jim,” Krista said with a gig- 
gle. “I know you were hot to trot when you went over to his apartment. And that new 
miniskirt really looked great on you. But I bet you didn't get to keep it on for long!” 
“Would you believe all Jim wanted to do was watch the football game? We 
fucked once during halftime and that was it. He drank so much beer that he fell 
asleep when the game went into overtime.” 


GETTING WET 


sigh. “You deserve someone who'll treat you better than that.” She stroked Janice's 


“Hmph—just like a man,” Krista said with a 
shoulder consolingly. “Pete was no better last night. It was ‘Wham, bam, thank you 
ma’am.’ I didn't even have an orgasm. Pete just mumbled, ‘Sorry you didn’t come, 
babe, and rolled over and went to sleep. He didn't offer to go down on me or any- 
thing. I had to masturbate to get myself off. How do you like that? I’m still horny now.” 

“I am too,” Janice commiserated. Then suddenly a new light came into her eyes. 
“Well, I say we do something about it.” She reached over to caress Krista's soft, 
round breast. “I bet you could satisfy me better than Jim." 


For a moment neither of them said anything. They stared into each others eyes, 
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looking for an answer to the question left unspoken. 

Finally Krista broke the silence. “Let’s take off our bikini bottoms. I think it'll be 
easier that way.” 

They stroked each other tentatively at first. In no time their touches got bolder 
and soon they were probing each other's most intimate spots. 

“Oh, that feels so good,” Janice moaned as Krista's fingers danced over her 
clitoris. “If you keep that up I am definitely going to come." 

Krista's rhythmic ministrations brought Janice nearer and nearer to the edge. 
When Krista replaced her fingers with her tongue, Janice tensed her thighs to 


maximize the orgasm that was sure to follow. 


7 labia and dove into the wetness. làn 
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fio hugged tightly as they stared into each others eyes. They had reached a new level of 


intimacy today, and they both knew things would never be the same. 
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n they'd dated, they knew instinctively which touch would bring the most pleasure. 
Each strove to outdo the other as they stroked, kissed and probed. 
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in the knowledge that she'd never have to go unsatisfied again. 


1 
| 
| 
e ly they sprawled out, side by side, legs entwined, exhausted but satiated. Each felt secure 
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efore the party even began, they knew this would be a night like no 
other—a night full of music, romance and passion. The party was to be a cele- 
bration of a successful corporate merger, a merger that Cassandra's husband and 
Monica's husband had forged. Lots of people made good money on the deal, but 
it wasn't the newfound wealth that was making Cassandra or Monica feel the 
way they were feeling. Their husbands had escorted them to the party, but as it 
was a corporate affair, the men talked business most of the evening. There were 


hosts of new people to meet, first impressions to make. And like most of the 


They met at the bar, but they had been watching 
each other for most of the evening. There was something between them—they felt it 
the moment they introduced themselves. It began with innocent, idle chitchat. 

“Don’t we know each other?” Monica asked. 

“Oh, yes, we met briefly that time when we were both at the Amtrak station after 
the guys’ minivan broke down during their hunting trip," Cassandra remembered. 

But now it was Cassandra who was hunting—for a little excitement, for a night 
of unbridled, unexpected, unstoppable sex. She knew her husband would never 
be able to offer her that. After these parties he was either completely exhausted or 


totally keyed up about all the business connections he'd made that evening. It 
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looked like Cassandra needed to make a new connection of her own. 


At the bar chatting, she and Monica found they got along like old pals. “Listen, 
our husbands are gabbing away with the new VP, no doubt trying to score some 
brownie points,” Cassandra observed. “Why don’t we get out of here? I have a cou- 
ple of bottles of Tattinger's chilling at home. Why don't we chill out there together” 

“Say no more,” Monica replied. “Pm right behind you.” Off they went. 

Monica was not surprised when the tour of the house ended in the master 
bedroom. There, the champagne was chilling. But the women were just warming 
up. No words were spoken as their lips met and their tongues played. Pulses 


accelerated, breathing quickened. Their hunger was undeniable. 


Sy" night was too short. They finished off the bubbly before the sun rose and 
C attempted to dampen their desire. They would not be so easily dissuaded. 
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heir hands were all over their tender flesh. They explored each others 


body thoroughly and, in doing so, found reasons to exlore their own. 


p magnificence of tasting a cunt for the first time! Oh, the joy derived from touching, tickling, 
tonguing this very sensitive, very special place! Who could resist? 
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Kassandra was hungry, but Monica convinced her that what she really hungered for was right 
c7 there in the bed with them. The feast lasted well into the next day. 
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reading a few silly generalizations in the morning paper. Today she was seeing 
someone new, a lovely young woman named Claudia who wanted to talk with 
Ruth about the trouble she was having with her boyfriend. 

Claudia was a bit apprehensive about seeing an astrologer—her friends had 
suggested it—but when she met Ruth her skepticism faded away. Ruth noted that 


they were both wearing stripes, and commented 


|| STARS AND STRIPES, 


= that she and Claudia were definitely kindred 
spirits. There was a warmth radiating from her that eased Claudia’s mind, a 
power the likes of which she’d never come in contact with, and it made it easy 
for her to open up about her love problems. She explained that her boyfriend was 
a talented sculptor and a good lover, but after three months things between them 
had suddenly gotten dull. She wasn't sure if the initial infatuation was wearing 
off, or if they just weren't destined to be together. 

^| think he's losing it for tiếp she said. 

Ruth listened carefully, then spoke. “You re a Scorpio. Passionate, mysterious, 


loyal—I knew it before you even told me. And you said your boyfriend is an 
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Aquarian. There's the potential for an excellent match there. ll bet things were 


very heated at first, right?” 

“Very,” Claudia affirmed. 

“Yes,” said Ruth, “but Aquarius is an Air Sign. Free-floating, sometimes a bit 
vague. I suspect that more and more, when the two of you make love you’re 
deeply into it, but your boyfriend seems . . . distant. You Scorpios are players. 
You enjoy the challenge of holding onto a mate. You love mystery—but not 
distance. I wouldn't be surprised if you're actually the one who's hungry for 
something new." 


Claudia took the hand Ruth extended to her and knew she was right. 


aybe what you need is another Water Sign, like yourself," Claudia said. “Take me, for 
2 y E 1 
example. Im a Pisces. Imaginative, sensitive, adaptable . . . and very, very wet.” 
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laudia was unable to resist the impulse to bring her tongue to rest between Ruths legs. Spread 
wide by Claudia’ sure, Scorpio fingers, Ruths pussy lips resembled a moist, red heart. 
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s a Scorpio, Claudia was no stranger to sexual ecstasy. But something about Ruth’s touch 
made her realize she was entering a whole new galaxy of delighis. 
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laudia soon concluded that it just wasn't in the stars for her and her boyfriend. 
Besides, now she was seeing new stars, thanks to Ruth. 
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t was becoming a routine. Lee would catch me looking too long at another 
an. We'd fight, break up, separate for a couple of weeks. Pd go out to the bars 
and pick up some cutie. It's a college town and there's always some shy, curious girl 
who wants to learn. We'll stay in all weekend, sucking pussy and eating take-out. 
I love the variety, but toward the end of the weekend I always feel that nagging 
empty feeling in my heart. By Sunday night I can't wait for my lover to fall asleep so 
I can sneak out and call Lee. She'll feel the same way, and we'll get together to talk. 


The last time she said, “This is ridiculous. We've got to find a way to keep this 


next two days and get over here in an hour. I'll do the rest.” 


from happening again." A pregnant pause, and 


then: “Cancel everything you had planned for the 

It was obvious when I reached Lee's apartment that she'd been waiting for my call. 
There was no way an hour would have been long enough for her to get the flowers, 
the champagne, my favorite foods—or our own private waiter, who turned out to be 
a waitress in drag. Damned good-looking too. 1 wondered for a second where she was 
supposed to go when we finished dinner, but then Lee came out of the bathroom 
looking drop-dead gorgeous, and a hot, wet bolt of lightning shot through my pussy. 

Before I could start apologizing, Lee put her finger on her lip, then took the 


same finger, slipped it under my dress and ran her nail over the crotch of my 
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panties. With her other hand on my ass she led me to the table. 


Every time I tried to bring up our problems she silenced me. We lingered over our 
second bottle of champagne. Our “waiter,” Sara, was taking the whole thing in 
stride, although she looked surprised when Lee leaned toward me and said, 
“Enough of this small talk. Let's fuck," and planted a wet one on me. I fell to my 
knees by Lee’s chair, peeling down the top of her dress to get at her tits, my hand 
wandering up her leg. I felt a hand gliding over the flesh of my thigh. Sara dropped 
the shoulder of my dress, letting my breasts jut out where she could reach them. 

I wanted to warn her how jealous Lee is, but before I opened my mouth Lee sat 


me down, winked and said, “Sara’s new at this, and eager to learn. Just your type.” 
8 y yp 


hat was when I realized how Lee had decided to deal with her problem with my 
many lovers. She’d decided that she could lick them and join them. 
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ara certainly was a fast learner. There was hardly a moment when she didn't have her hands 
on one of us and her lips on the other. I made sure we both gave Lee plenty of attention. 


up 


E 


began to worry that Sara would feel she wasn't being cared for. Sliding under her, I laid a 
kiss on her slippery pussy. God, she was delicious! She groaned with gratitude. 
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7 ee said to Sara, “Now let's both work on getting Barbara off. You'll like it.” 
> 


And, looking at me, she continued with a grin, “Its better when you share.” 


amara and Tricia were bosom buddies. Inseparable in high school, they 


*d to have a psychic link. Both had been popular cheerleaders. Tamara had 


dated the captain of the football team and Tricia had gone steady with the star 
quarterback. They'd shared private jokes and double dates. One wild summer night 
they'd even shared their boyfriends. The two of them had opted to go off to state 
college. and they roomed together freshman vear. It was in a narrow dorm bed that 
the twosome had taught each other some valuable lessons about giving and 


receiving pleasure. So it was only fitting that Tricia ask Tamara to stand beside 


about this day for years, and now it was finally here. Tricia was radiant in her frilly 


her on her wedding day and be her maid of honor. 


Like any girls. theyd dreamed and schemed 


white wedding dress. Tamara, as always a tawny complement to Tricia, looked 
stunning in her electric-blue gown. They'd stolen away from the festivities so they 
could talk freely, away from the eyes of the crowd. 

“Em so glad that you and I could have a few minutes in private.” Tamara said 
as they sat side by side on the staircase. “I’m really going to miss our special 
closeness. Now that you're married, things just won't be the same between us." 

“Oh, Tam, you'll always be my special friend." Tricia replied as she impulsively 


threw her arms around Tamara. *No man will ever come between us." 
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They were both overcome by emotions so strong they had no choice but to respond 


to them. In no time they were swept away by their passion. Sprawled on the stair- 
case, they had no thoughts of anything but each other. What if Tricia’s new husband 
Mike saw them? They didn't even stop to consider the consequences. 

"Sit on my face, Tam,” Tricia urged. “I want to taste your pussy.” Tamara didn't 
wait for a second invitation. In a flash she threw up her skirt and straddled Tricia's 
head. Their many layers of clothing proved to be too much of a hindrance. In a 
flurry of crinoline, lace and taffeta they stripped off each other's finery. “Oh, Tam, 
no one knows my body like you do," Tricia moaned. “I think you'll have to show 


Mike a thing or two.” 


تست 


x 


7 heir well-practiced hands flew across the familiar terrain of each others body. 


eliciting groans of delight from one another. 
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& Tricias orgasm got closer and closer, her hips moved back and forth 
7 spasmodically. Tamara hissed, “Here comes the bride!” 
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don’t know what is about being at the beach,” Charlotte mused aloud to 
ie. “It just makes me so horny.” 
“Tve noticed, darling,” Debbie replied. “You've been lying there on your stom- 
ach for the past twenty minutes gently humping the sand! You must really want 
it. Oh, and by the way, do apply some more sunblock. You re getting a little too 
pink, and Pd rather not hear you moaning and groaning all night.” 

“Oh, that’s a first,” Debbie huffed. “Since when do you object to my moaning 
and groaning all night? And when was there ever such a thing as too pink?” 

- Charlotte responded with trademark nonchalance. 

“I wouldn’t mind you moaning at all if that was 
the kind of moaning I could expect. Only I’m afraid that if you get too sunburned, 
your moaning will be more like whining. But you’re right—there’s no such thing 
as too much pink.” That said, Charlotte straddled her lover’s back and began to 
massage the tight muscles around her neck and shoulders. 

“Oh, baby," Debbie purred, “that’s a little slice of heaven. You're giving me 
goose bumps, honey.” 

"You ain't seen nothin’ yet, baby,” Charlotte whispered as her hands headed 
toward Debbie's bloated pussy lips. Her fingers brushed lightly against the hair 


there, then a finger found its way inside Debbie's cunt, the lips now glistening in 
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the bright sun. After another finger and some steady pumping, Debbie was again 


humping the sand, rhythmically thrusting her pelvis, her body no longer being 
controlled by her mind. Pure lust had taken over, and there was no way to stop 
either of them. 

With gusto they dove into each other, licking, sucking, pushing their tongues in 
as far as they could, wanting to be one with the other. It was so good, it felt like the 
first time for both of them, but instinct took over and showed them the way. 

Their passion knew no limits. The hot sun acted on their senses, sending them 
over the edge to a place where the most intimate, forbidden desires could be 


realized. They were wet and ready for anything and everything! 
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efore going out in the sun, it's essential that a woman’ soft, delicate skin be properly protected 
from the harsh rays. And it’s so important to stay moist. 
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D hen the punishing sun becomes too intense, too much to bear, well-chosen headgear helps 
turn down the heat. The fire down below, however, will not be so easily extinguished. 
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!" Nora said to Denise. “I don't think anyone's ever seen a Caliban 


۳" etto women were finishing up their biggest project of the. eni the costume 


ic pu set design for a an + all-female production of T he Tempest. It was their idea 0 i. i 


E ui the erotic elements. of the story, especially the deb i; of. a 
‚Caliban and Ariel, the supernatural creatures who inhabit the island vibes. 
: . Prospero and his daughter Miranda are shipwrecked. i 
a “ls it too much?” Denise asked. “I mean, do you think it’s sexy? 


A “Sexy?” Nora replied, running her hand the 


full. length. of. Denise. => shimmering gold boot. 


i - “My dear, its positively hot if I were shipwrecked on an island with you I don’ t 


Idee vant to b be saved.” Nora could tell that Denise liked what aic was 
1 the elaborate Caliban costume, she could. smell the ， 
t nce. of arousal. 


agine two theatrical designers who were better suited to a 


when they were both just stagehands, serambling to pick up d 


Broadway work they could gel their eager young hands on. Now, 
] i of working together, Denise and Nora still had a stimulating 


h on real مد‎ was that they ever found time to sdo thei a k 
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Nora kissed her way up Denise’s boot, stopping at the bare flesh of her 


partner's thighs. She licked the soft skin, sucked the salty perspiration into 


her mouth. 


“You make a pretty sexy Ariel yourself,” Denise told Nora. “And at least the 


actress who wears that costume isn't going to suffocate. This Caliban outfit isn't 


Just hot—it’s excruciating.” 


“Well, we'll just have to take it off then, won't we?” said Nora. 


.. And so was the heavily gilded Caliban turned back into the real Denise, all soft 
curves and inviting flesh. The transformation complete, Denise and Nora then put 


‘ona performance the theater audience would never be lucky enough to see. 
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mind?" Denise asked. ' | 
eplied Nora, “then he wasn't the genius people make I 
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ont you mean an un-dress rehearsal?” Denise asked. “But no, let them do 
their own rehearsing. I'd like to think of this as a private performance.” 
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